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we must retire gracefully and, let us hope, with some little
pride and honour and happiness, and give over the cleared
ground to the new minds. We do not yet know who they will
be. Probably we shall dislike them, certainly we shall do so
at first. We don't know where they will come from. But we
can say that it is on the whole improbable that they will come
from the same environment as ourselves, though not im-
possible. However, we have been able to watch the historical
process of inspiration wandering from class to class, and it
seems unlikely that it will stay much longer with the pro-
fessional classes. Yet with any luck our sons and daughters
may not be members of the "professional classes" in twenty
years. That sort of thing may be over. And chromosomes may
meet in new ways.

In the meantime, all I can do now, in spite of anger and
worrying, is to go and write another book. It is partly that
by now this is the only thing I am good at (and when I say
CCI", it isn't just this particular little me sitting in front of this
particular typewriter that I mean, but a host of similar " I's ",
for whom I believe I am speaking) and that there is a definite
economic incentive to do it And it is partly that I want to.
That I've got to. I've got to do it biologically, just as my
children have to play, or just as I have to bear a child at the
end of nine months' pregnancy. And it is this wanting to
which may perhaps be the best excuse, the most valid answer
to anger.